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Summary:
After the events of Chapter 2: Graves, the siblings are attempting to escape the consequences of their actions. This story follows the Burial route. Ashley is taking the dream/vision of herself and Andrew to the next level by attempting to make Andrew her lover. Andrew isn't sure, and has to make a choice...

Notes:
Hello everyone! Every now and again some characters peak my interest, and this time around it just so happened to be from a little game called The Coffin of Andy and Leyley. I really enjoy writing, especially about characters from games I like! I’ll do my best to write a coherent story, but this is my first work in 5 years, so maybe cut me some slack… If you want to know more about me, check out my profile; for now I’ll dive right into the action!

P.S. Not in this chapter, but this story will EVENTUALLY contain smut. If you don't jive with that... maybe you picked the wrong fandom.


Chapter 1: Stop and Think...

*You are Andrew!*

The soft hum of the engine whirs and keeps you conscious as you drive down the road. Your thoughts have been rather quiet as well, not yet reminding you of the awful deeds you had committed but 6 hours ago. The street lights pass one by one, as the endless stretch of road continues to unfold in front of you. The warm orange glow of the lamps above you light the interior of the car; if only for only a fleeting moment. You glance over at the passenger seat just to check if your little sister is still conscious, which sure enough, she is not.

“Ashley…” you murmur; almost silently, attempting to grant yourself some relief. “What would I do without you?”

You ponder that question in your weary head for a moment.
What would you do? Run away? Live free? Be… normal?

No, better not to think of such things. You did choose her after all, and she may very well and truly be the last human being on this planet who can fit by your side. She knows quite literally everything about you; your secrets, your desires, your wants and needs… hell, she even knows what you DREAM about now. Yeah, you can’t let her go. Any hope you had of returning to normalcy was quickly snuffed out like a weak candle when you murdered your parents.

The drive continues for a while longer, and before long you hear Ashley begin to move, with the first thing to catch your attention being the glint of moonlight reflecting off of her big pink eyes. After checking her first priority, she glances out the window, and then sighs with disappointment.

“I thought it would be morning when I woke up…” Ashley mumbles.

“Did you now? You’ve only been out for an hour or so…” you reply briefly.

She sighs once again, seeming disappointed in your lack of interest with the small talk, “Where are we going?”

“A new motel, there’s one on the other end of town. I don’t want to be anywhere near this place when someone finally figures out that Mr. and Mrs. Graves aren’t coming home.” you say, the words being obviously sharp. A clear attempt to give Ashley the information she wants, so she’ll shut up.

Her silence is all the confirmation you need. You suspect she’ll give you shit for being so nervous all of the time, but now isn’t the time for it, and she knows it. That’s nothing new though, she’ll always push your buttons sooner or later. Ashley may be careless, but she’s certainly not dumb or forgetful. She always remembers to bring it up later.

Despite your interactions with Ashley being rather nice as of late, there’s an undeniable tension that continues to build as the silence continues. Perhaps it’s because of the murders? Nah, you both wanted this, and your parents had it coming anyway. The demon?

No, stop avoiding it…

You know exactly why you don’t want to talk to her right now, but you just won’t admit it. You can’t… Not the way her clothing compliments her body, or how her hair waves and curls in just the right way… Or her stupid pink eyes that match the stupid blush on her -

“ANDREW!” she shouts as you snap back to it.

You yank the steering wheel back into position as you focus on the road once more, your face feeling hot as you’re flooded with incestuous thoughts of your sister. You’re disgusting.

“Should we… pull over for a while?” you ask quietly, making sure to not look at Ashley.

“I guess we could… but we’re so close now, why don’t we just push a little longer?” She responds cutely.

Ugh, you sick man. You just caved for that dumb little voice she makes. So innocent from the outside, but despicable if you know the whole story. Nonetheless, you simply nod in agreement and push on. The motel isn’t far now…

*You are Ashley!*

Oh yeah, he was TOTALLY looking at my tits… you think to yourself, satisfied with the cute act you were able to play off. Buuuuut, best not to mess with him too much, you can’t do this anymore if you’re both ejected from the car at mach Jesus because Andrew was thinking about boobs.

So for now, you simply sit in silence and ponder new ways to tease Andrew. You can’t stop thinking about that dream… no, vision. It WILL happen. You’ll make it happen if it’s the last thing you do. You need to lock him down, and that is the perfect way to do it. It should be easy, right? Didn’t Andrew want this to begin with? He seemed happy enough to indulge you in that vision, so why is he being so obstinate now? You feel odd, you yearn for that finger of his to slip underneath your choker, and drag you towards him.

But then, you’re struck with another thought, one that crossed your mind earlier, but that you cast aside because you were simply having too much fun with Andy. What if he doesn’t go for it? What if, despite your best efforts, you can’t lock him down? You can’t fulfill the vision…

That is a very real possibility… that he just doesn’t want you.

Your heart begins to pump a little faster at the thought. He would be free… he could leave anytime he wanted, maybe even to go fuck some other hussie! But wait… in that case, why is he still here? He couldn’t be staying on his own volition, could he? Not possible, you’re pretty sure Andrew hates you. He hates you for ruining his perfect life, and taking away his other dirty hole.

You glance over at him, his features look tired and cold right now; it has been a long day. But even with the veil of sleepiness that hangs over him, you still can’t pinpoint what he’s thinking; he is truly expressionless. So… maybe he does just genuinely like you? Maybe he was actually telling the truth, and he truly just cares about you. Nah, this is all way too confusing right now. It’s clearly unreasonable to think he would like you, all you’ve done is treat him like shit. No matter though, you shelf the thought for now, this is an idea for when you’re cuddled up with Andy in bed.

Another 10 minutes pass, and Andrew pulls off of the road.

The car squeaks to a halt as Andrew parks it, then the key turns, and you both sit in true silence when the engine stops spinning. Andrew puts his arms up on the steering wheel and with a sigh, and leans his body forward.

You look out of the window and observe what looms around you. There is but one soul roaming around at this hour, and the roads are pretty dead too. Perfect for mugging random people. After a few moments of what would be awkward silence to someone normal, Andrew speaks up.

“Are you ready to go?”

“Yeah, how far away is the motel?”

“30 minutes from here, walking of course. We’ll stop at a gas station or something on the way there.”

Beautiful, you can’t wait to be glued to your brother for the walk.

You both exit the vehicle, and begin to walk towards a noticeably worse part of town. You definitely hear faint gunshots at one point, and you briefly ponder how much fun it would be to get into a firefight, maybe even with the cops!

Andrew moves along quickly, not quite a jog, but just about as fast as a walk can be; he is noticeably uncomfortable. You nudge closer to him than you were a moment ago.

“Everything alright; Andrew my dear?”

“I just… don’t want to be in this neighborhood…”

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure to keep you safe, you can always count on your adorable little sister!”

This earns a small chuckle, a smile, and a hug from Andrew; and while his pace doesn’t slow, he definitely seems slightly more comfortable.

The rest of the walk is uneventful, although you don’t find a gas station along your way. Luckily for you, there’s a convenience store just a couple buildings down from the motel, how lucky! Andrew decides to get a room first, and he’ll run to the store once you are settled in.

You walk into the dank and dim office space, and after a few short moments a man comes out from the back room. The man behind the counter is old, and sort of creepy. He was most definitely ogling at your chest when Andrew wasn’t looking.

“I’ll take a room for a week…”

After a short judgmental silence, the man speaks, “500 for the week…”

Andrew grumbles lightly; this motel is definitely not worth that, but what choice do you really have? Andrew sets the cash on the counter and takes the key from the man, with not another word exchanged.

*You are Andrew!*

What a scam, that guy was definitely taking advantage of you. He could tell you and Ashley were dirty and desperate. Don’t sulk on it, you’ll live.

You step back into the cool night air and make your way to the room number listed on your key. When you open the door to your room, and you’re not disappointed by the fact that there’s only one bed. Wait, did you just think that? Now that you’ve seen this odd dream, the occasional thought of plowing your sister creeps into your mind. You’re fucking sick in the head, and this demon shit definitely isn’t helping. You’re not quite sure why you keep having these thoughts, and you’re painfully aware that you’re lying to yourself somewhere, but you refuse to search for that lie.

“Settle in Ashley, I’ll be back.” You say, gesturing her into the room.

Ashley scoffs at you, “What? Why can’t I come with you?”

You think for a moment. What are you going to say; that you want a fucking second and a half to your god damned self? That would start a fight though, you know better… right?

“Julia lives on this end of town, if by some slight chance we were to see her, I don’t need you making a scene.” Oh yeah, that was SO much better. Dumbass.

This causes Ashley to scowl, “Oh… so you just wanna abandon your own flesh and blood for that sick little whore you used to bang?”

Good job, now you’ve done it. Time to course correct.

You sigh, “No Leyley, I think that it would be a really bad idea to risk making a scene at a convenience store in the middle of the night.” You say, forcing her nickname out.

Ashley looks perturbed, but understanding. “Fine then. Be safe, my beloved…” she says in a low tone that sends a shiver up your back.

You leave for the convenience store, taking your cleaver with you for protection. It’s a short walk from your motel, and you can definitely tell that Ashley was watching you for as long as she could see you. Upon entering the store, you are nearly blinded by the harsh fluorescent lighting, but there’s something that even a blind man wouldn’t miss; there are cops at the counter. Your heart sinks and you immediately feel sick to your stomach.

Keep it together Andrew, they’re none the wiser if you simply don’t look suspicious. To them, you just look like a regular scuzzball.

“So, you hear about that random murder a town over?”

You taste bile as you hear those words

“Yeah, kinda fucked up, they killed the guy right in the middle of a family park too, heard a kid found the body…”

Hide behind a shelf… tune them out… Don’t vomit…

“That’s sick… what’s this world coming too?”

You briefly consider murdering the officers… No, you’d definitely get killed trying something like that.

“I don’t know, but apparently that same night, some cultists reported seeing a couple of kids who looked rather suspect. None of them could give an accurate description though.”

Your heart sinks lower and then rises slightly, some rollercoaster of emotions you’re on tonight, hmm?

“Thank you for the coffee, we’ll be on our way.”

The officer finally says before leaving. You watch the cops walk out of the store, get in their undercover cruiser, and leave before you even consider moving. You stand there, stomach in a knot and far too stunned to speak. What the fuck just happened? They’re clearly looking for a killer, but they have no motive, no leads, and no face. You suspect that you should be happy; the cops have absolutely no clue who did it. But just hearing that the cops are looking for someone… it makes you sick to your stomach. You and Ashley need to be extra careful from now on… you might have gotten away with killing the hitman, and maybe even your parents, but that luck doesn’t last forever. You need to change gears, and fast.

You search for packaged and canned food that will last you and Ashley the week. You’d rather not leave the motel room again if you don’t have to. After grabbing all of the food, cleaning supplies, and smokes you’ll need for the week, you do your best to look presentable for the cashier. The cashier scans your items and you exchange a look with her, making awkward eye contact for a few moments. She looks… oddly familiar.

“Why do I feel like I know you?” she asks as she counts the cash you hand her

Not wanting to make small talk, you answer quickly and sharply, “Probably the black hair, it’s very common.”

She narrows her eyes as she hands you the change, “Do you know-”

You cut her off as you quickly spin on a heel and borderline jog towards the door.

“Julia?”

You catch the name faintly as the door slams shut, and that combined with the cool and crisp night air stops you dead in your tracks. That was definitely your ex-girlfriend's sister. It now makes sense why she looked familiar. You contemplate what you should do for a moment; on one hand, it’s not Julia, and that’s good. Julia would absolutely get herself killed by Ashley if she knew you were still alive. On the other hand; she might tell Julia that she saw you, which would be VERY bad. If Julia knows you’re alive, she’ll certainly come looking for you, which has the same outcome as the first option.

“Fuck…” you say audibly as your thoughts are muddled with ‘what if’s’.

You make a choice; not wanting to risk killing again, you leave Julia’s sister alone. Worst case-scenario she tells Julia about you; best case-scenario, she just shrugs it off as a weird look alike she saw, nothing more. You kill the thought right there, you’ll just have to wait and see what happens, you suppose.

Time to get back… you miss Ashley; you sick bastard.

You return to your room, with the first thing you notice being the lack of light coming from the window. There’s some, but it’s very low… like a candle? You get your key out and open the door slowly, peeking your head in first. You wouldn’t want to wake Ashley up if she were sleeping.

As you stick your head in the door, you’re blasted with a scene you thought only existed in movies. Firstly; the smell. You’re struck with a nice floral perfume, it’s very nice, but absolutely something your mom would’ve worn. Next is the flower petals trailing on the ground; you can tell that they’re meant to be similar, but they are all very clearly different shapes and sizes, probably picked from the flowerbed outside. As your eyes follow the trail of petals, you notice a few candles set on tables, giving the small room a very romantic feeling. Finally, you look at where this is all pointing; to your bed. And there sits Ashley, obviously freshly showered, swaddled in nothing but a towel, and staring right at you; her pink eyes filled with some kind of emotion, and a wide grin on her smug face.

Is she trying… to seduce you?

You step in and close the door. With a sigh, you set down the groceries and then cross your arms.

“So, before I ask how you even managed to scrounge this together; what is this about?” you say hesitantly, not sure that you even want to hear the answer.

Ashley rises from the bed, not bothering to hold the towel that’s already threatening to fall off, “Isn’t it obvious, Andrew my dear?” She says quietly, as she sways closer to you.

With a heavy sigh, you walk right past her and quickly take a seat on the couch. “Get something decent on, and sit… we need to talk.” you state firmly.

Stunned, Ashley stares daggers at you. You can feel her gaze on the back of your head. “Wha- what the fuck? What’s wrong with you? Is this how you treat a woman; let alone one who is trying to fuck you?” she scoffs.

“I said put some clothes on, then we’ll talk.” you say simply.

She stands behind you for a long time, waiting for you to say anything at all; you don’t.

Finally she speaks up, “Whatever asshole, I can’t even believe you.” she says as she stomps back to the bed, putting out her candles on the way before a final dramatic smash when she dives into the sheets.

The room was now silent and dark. You could almost feel Ashley’s anger radiating from the corner of the room, but to be honest, you don’t really care. What the fuck was she thinking? Where did she get the candles? The perfume? Why does she want this so bad? You’ve had degenerate thoughts, but you’ve always hid them away from her. You know she’s definitely obsessed with that dream. No matter, you’ll sleep on it, and all will be well in the morning… right?

Sleep finds you rather quickly!

You feel a burning on your hand, and see a mark on your palm. It’s shaped like one of the demon's eyes. You look up only to see a field on a bright summer day.

Ah, so I’m dreaming… you think to yourself.

You figure you may as well take in your surroundings. You’re sitting on a nice porch, rocking in a beautiful wooden chair as the wind blows across your face. The sweet smell of the outdoors fills your lungs as the gentle breeze carries on, causing ripples on the sea of grass in the field ahead. You’re not normally an outdoorsy type, but you have to admit; this is a nice change of pace.

You look behind you at a nice wooden house. It’s basic but functional. You turn back to the field. No nightmares? No jump scares? You could get used to this. You kick your feet up and stare into nothingness as the worries of the world clear from your mind.

“Life is good…” you say out loud, in the most genuine voice you think you’ve had in months.

You sit in silence for a while, in no hurry to change your surroundings. Wouldn’t it be nice to just… escape? To be alone in your own little world, to put all of your sins behind you; to simply not worry anymore. Something about that thought doesn’t feel right. It should seem right, but it doesn’t. So you think for a moment…

Alone… alone… alone… nah. You need to be with Ashley.

You edit your thoughts, including Ashley in your little dream paradise. Now it seems right, just you and her; until the end. You smile, satisfied with your little fantasy. A fantasy that could be a reality, under two circumstances. Ashley needs to behave, and you need to be honest with yourself. As that thought crosses your mind, you feel a rumble in the ground below you. Deep and terrible. The world begins to crash down around you as this rumble turns into a quake.

You open your eyes…

You’re staring directly into Ashley’s big pink eyes, and the first thing you notice is the early morning light glinting off of the tears in her eyes. You sit up instantly, checking Ashley for any injuries, but you come up empty handed. You do notice that she is fully clothed, however.

She looks away shyly, “I… I can’t sleep…” she admits shamefully.

Your stomach churns slightly, Ashley having sleeping issues? This must be important… “What is it?” you ask softly as you gesture her up onto the couch.

Ashley gladly obliges and crawls onto the couch, quickly clinging to you. You sit in silence for a few minutes, simply enjoying each other's company, before Ashley breaks the silence.

“Andrew?”

“Yes?” you answer simply.

“Do you hate me?” Ashley asks, lacking her normal sarcastic tone, and seeming more vulnerable and genuine than ever.

A devious thought crossed your mind; you could absolutely destroy her self worth, right this instant. The vulnerability in her voice was obvious, and if you just said the right thing… you could destroy her.

But you can’t say it. You don’t hate her. Quite the opposite, actually. You freak.

Your better judgment takes over and you decide to not indulge the thought; instead replying with another gentle line, “Ashley… I don’t hate you. Never have, never will. I just… hate some of the things you do.”

Her teary eyes look up at you, “If you love me so much, then why won’t you just take this next step?”

Ugh, here we go again…

“It’s…” you think for a moment, “You’re my sister Ashley, don’t you see any issue with that?”

She ponders for a moment, “No? If anything it makes us closer than anyone else could possibly be…” she says carefully.

Your face flushes red, and you know it would be painfully obvious if it was brighter in here. You really don’t want to discuss this now; or ever for that matter. You really hoped it would just go away, along with all of those disgusting incestuous thoughts you had hoped would slowly rot away in your mind. You really are one disgusting man, huh?

You feel momentarily queasy, “Ashley, I… it’s just not right or normal…” you manage to eek out.

She is very clearly not satisfied with that answer, “So what; everything we’ve done up to this point has been fucking normal?” she scoffs.

You rack your brain for anything; any scrap of an argument that you could use to resist, but you come up empty. As painful as it is to admit it, she’s absolutely right. Nothing you two have done together is anywhere near normal. Hell, even when you weren’t breaking multiple laws, it was strange. Once you take into account the fucked up shit you’ve done together; it just gets worse. Who sleeps in their siblings bed once; let alone almost every night? Who murders their parents, friends, and neighbors for their siblings? You’re the farthest thing from normal and you know it, you just didn’t want to admit the truth. So what’s another drop in the bucket? You’re essentially willing to date your sister, minus the official status and a few… unmentionable acts. Maybe Ashley is on to something, what difference does it make at this point? Neither of you will ever live a normal life again.

 

(Fuck it…) (IT’S NOT TOO LATE TO CHANGE!)

 

After staring at a clearly upset Ashley for a few moments, you quickly lean in; kissing her right on the lips. It isn’t glorious or long lasting, but it was certainly a kiss.

Well now you’ve gone and done it, you broke the seal you sick fuck…

Coincidentally, after that thought, the voice fades away, as if a part of you just died.

Time slows and the air feels thick as you open your eyes. Ashley pulls back in shock, “Are you trying to fuck with my head?” she asks softly.

You simply sit and stare at Ashley for what feels like an eternity. After the universe dies and is born again, you finally answer her, “I… don’t know.

You feel violently sick as your thoughts register. As the knot in your stomach begins to tighten, you face away from Ashley; and you vomit all over the floor in front of the couch.

What. The. Fuck. What was THAT?

You begin to sob as you stare at the mess on the floor and start to process what you’ve just done. Ashley watches in horror as the scene unfolds in front of her.

You try to speak, your words tangled by your sobs and the awful taste in your mouth. “Ashley… I’m so sorry…” you mutter pitifully.

Ashley immediately comes to your side and hugs you tightly. “It’s okay Andrew…” she says softly and calmly, sounding almost like your mother when you were little.

You cover your face with your hands as the tears begin to flow. “I’m not ready to be your lover Ashley…” you say painfully.

She doesn’t respond.

“I just… I don’t…” You struggle to find words. “I can’t live like this… I want to be normal so badly…”

Ashley sighs, “Andrew… we’re past that point. We can’t go back, ever.” She reasons.

The painful part is that she’s right. You two are so far out in the deep end, that normalcy just simply isn’t an option anymore. Ashley being the voice of reason is rare; but when she is, you know it’s absolutely the truth.

You embrace Ashley, and she begins to cry as well, “I just don’t want you to leave me alone Andrew…”

You make an attempt to comfort her.

“Don’t worry Ashley, I’m going to be by your side forever… I promise.”

